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NIGHT-TIME SONGS 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


Song XIX 


THE FLOWERS’ 


The morning-glories went to sleep before the © 


evening came, 

‘The flax within the sunlit field did just about 
the same; 

And many other dainty flowers, for which | 


have no name. 


But some of them just slept and slept, while 
I was at my play; 

The moon-flower too, would never wake till 
near the close of day; 

- It seems to me these posies have a very funny 


way! 


NIGHT-TIME 


I cried, ‘Oh, let me sleep today, and stay 
awake at night;”’ 

But mother smiled at me and said, ‘Perhaps 
you'd need more light, 

For day was meant for waking folk, when all 
the way is bright!” 


I thought of that a little while and then | 
_seemed to see, 

That God has told the sleeping hour to flowers 
of bush and tree; 

So mother knows the proper time for little 
ones, like me! 


JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW HE MADE IT 
Chapter I] 


] NE May morning Jamie hurried out 
| of the house so fast, to join Uncle 
Max at his weeding, that Pussy 
Gray, who had got her babies up 
_ bright and early to wash their faces 
on the back porch, in trying to get 
out of his way ran between his fat little legs 
and tumbled him off the steps into the dirt. 

Jamie reached out to pull Pussy’s tail for 
her naughtiness, and he meant to make it a 
good hard pull, too; but just then he happened 
to notice a small burdock plant that had taken 
root next to the wall, and he drew his hand 
back quickly and pushed it down deep into his 
pocket. 
“There, old temper-weed, | didn’t plant 
you, anyhow,” he said happily; and the whistle 
which came from his puckered up lips as he 
started down the walk made a blackbird on the 
grape arbor perk its head on one side, admir- 
ingly. Jamie kept on whistling till the tune 
a not go right; then he said, looking about 

im: - 
“Your garden is getting awful pretty, 


Uncle Max. Wish I could raise thought-posies 
like these. I guess my mamma won’t think 
I’ve got much of a garden.” 

“Oh, ho, Mr. Gardener, that’s a nice way 
to talk about your own property. Why, I’ve 
seen a whole lot of lovely flowers popping up 
their heads, this last month. You hold this 
basket while I pick the pansies, and I'll tell you 
about them. First, there were some brave little 
snowdrops of faith in the judgment of we 
grown-ups who thought it best for you to be 
my boy for a while. And there were crocuses 
of obedience—such bright, sunny little blos- 
soms that cheered every one who saw them. 
Then there were daffodils of hope that made 
you expect good times even with your best 
playfellow so far away.” 

“You'd make a real nice mamma if you 
had more practice, Uncle Max,” said Jamie 
kindly. 

“Thank you, Jamie; I never had much 
chance to practice before. And there are hya- 


cinths of gentleness and narcissuses of self-con- 
trol growing in every single spot where you 


| 
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have kept one of those temper burdocks from 
sprouting. There are lilacs—” 

“Why, its just like your garden. I didn’t 
know | was as pretty inside as that.” 

“Yes, your garden is keeping pace with 
mine first rate, and it is a great deal nicer than 
mine because your flowers will bloom the year 
around, if you take care of them, while mine 
will have to stop to rest.” 

_ Jamie looked pleased. “I’m glad I have 
some lilacs,’ he said, “’cause they grow tall, 
like big folks’ flowers.” 

“That’s just what they are—manliness 
and pluck. Little boys who aren’t babyish 
- when they feel lonely or break their toys or get 
tumbled off the steps are the ones who can raise 
thrifty lilac bushes.” 

“My! I guess I have got a pretty nice 
thought garden,” said Jamie proudly. “How- 
ard Jennings must have an awful scrubby look- 
ing patch. I guess its ‘most all weeds ‘cause 
he makes faces and calls names at the rest of 
us fellows every night when we're coming 
home from school. And he has the meanest 
dog. It just snaps at you and—why, what's 


the matter, Uncle Max? What are you pulling 
my hair for?” 

“Was it your hair | pulled? I was trying 
to get hold of that miserable thistle in your 
pink bed. You didn’t want it there, did you>?”’ 


Jamie shook his head in an embarrassed 
way and twisfed a button on his blouse till he 
found his voice. Then he said, meekly: 

“My Sunday School verse yesterday was, 
‘Pray for them that spitefully use you,’ so I 
suppose | ought to pray for Howard Jennings 
and that mean—that snappy little dog of his 
"stead of saying prickly things about them.” 

“Tl think first of all you'll have to plant a 
few love pinks for Howard and his dog. You 
see there was a wise poet-man once—” 

“Was it you, Uncle Max?” 

“No, it wasn’t any one-horse magazine 
His name was— 

“Fleet is a nice horse if there is only one of 


“Well, this chap had a better horse. His 
name was ‘Pegasus’ and he had wings. He 
used to take the man way up high where the 
nicest primrose-flowers of poetry grow; and 
one he found was this: 

“He prayeth best who loveth best all things, both great and 
small ; 


For the dear Lord who loveth us, he made and loveth all.’ ” 


Jamie drew his forehead into a puzzled 
frown. 
“God doesn’t love worms, does he, and 
needles and toads>’’ he asked doubt- 


poet. 


him.” 


He made and loveth all’ was what the 


poet-man wrote. And there was another poet, 
only this was a woman, who found this prim- 
rose thought: 
‘The tiniest living thing 
That soars on feathered wing, 
Or crawls among the long grass out of sight, 
Has just as good a right 
To its appointed portion of delight 
As any king.” 


““H’m” said Jamie thoughtfully, “‘I’ll be 
carefuller after this not to hurt little crawly 
things and little hoppy things that I don’t have 
to hurt. I guess I can love Sport some, too, 
‘causes he probably has a good time snapping; 
but Howard—he uses me so spitefully that I 
believe I'd better pray for him first, so I can 
love him easier.” 

“I’m afraid your prayers won *t blossom 
that way, Jamie.” 

“*Are prayers thought too, Uncle 
Max? What kind?” 

“Lilies, I think, laddie; pure, fragrant, 
lilies of the valley, like those over yonder, if 
they blossom only for God, and mottled, 
showy ones, such as we shall have later in the 
summer, if people are expected to notice them. 
Water-lilies, like those in the park? | think 
they must be the prayers of the people in 
trouble, turning their hearts up to God with 
‘deep waters’ all about them and ‘miry clay’ 
under their feet. Then the loveliest one of all, 
the Easter lily—that is the prayer of the per- 
fectly pure soul that never has any bad 
thoughts; ‘thinketh no evil,’ you know. We'll 
all have Easter lilies in our hearts some day, 
Jamie boy, but we shall have to raise a good 
many love pinks first. We shall have to learn 
to love even little dogs that snap and little boys 
that make faces.” 

Jamie sat down on a big stone to study the 
matter out. 

“I ’spose the mean things Howard does 
are the thistles in his thought garden poking 
through the fence into mine, aren’t they, Uncle 
Max?” he asked by and by. 

“I’m afraid they are, old man, and you'll 
have to look out that they don’t take root on 
your side. But I think he'll pull them up when 
he sees the fine pinks you are going to raise 
for him, with their gay little blossoms of smiles 
and kind acts.” 

“He'd think I was laughing at his old 
clothes if I kept smiling all the time.” 

“Then let’s try one of your hollyhocks of 
fun. Suppose we take him driving with us this 
afternoon. Fleet and | will be on hand when 
school lets out.” 

Jamie bobbed joyfully up and down on 


the stones. 


“We'll let him drive down the avenue this 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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time ‘stead of he said generously. ‘‘How- 
ard is a real nice boy when he isn’t making 
faces or squeaking his slate pencil. Uncle Max 
—this won't be a weedy thing to say, | guess— 
I] don’t think Howard ought to do things like 
that on purpose, ‘cause it makes Miss Fay look 
sober.” 

Uncle Max looked sober, too. 

“You don’t give her any trouble, do 
you?” he asked quickly. “It isn’t manly to 
treat a lady badly. Nobody who is really a 
gentleman has ever done so since a band of 
brave knights a long time ago planted the beau- 
tiful ‘white flower of chivalry.’ ”’ 

; He was stooping over a mass of dark 
green leaves that grew close to the ground, 
and he held up two or three blossoms for Jamie 
to see. 

“It is supposed to have been on British 
soil that the flower started,”’ he went on, “‘so | 
think these white English violets are the most 
like it. Their fragrance is the politeness and 
respect that we men—little brownies like you 
and long-legged duffers like me—ought to 
show toward every woman, no matter how 
poor or plain or common she is. | think ['l] 
have to tell you and Howard some stories 
about those Round Table Knights who first 
planted the flower.” 

“Oh, yes, so we'll know how to raise 
politeness violets for Miss Fay and the pop- 
corn woman, and my mamma and Mrs. Flynn 
and everybody.” 

“You must have plenty of blue ones with 
them, for truth and faithfulness. See what a 
pretty bouquet they make together.” 

“Shall I take them to Miss Fay as | did the 
lilies yesterday? She’s an awful nice teacher, 
Uncle Max; she hardly ever gets cross. | 
guess she must have a pretty nice thought 
garden, hasn't she?” 

; “It has one fault, in my opinion,” said 
a Max, so low that Jamie hardly heard 

The little boy waited to hear what the 
fault was, for he was sure it could not be a very 
large one; but Uncle Max was silent so long 
looking at the violets in his hand, that the 
breakfast bell called them to the house and 
ended their garden talk for that day. 

(To be continued.) 
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Will some one please send me a prayer or formula for 
table blessing. I am always thankful but I can’t think of 
an audible blessing suitable for my little boy. I would like 
one for us both.—Mrs. D. 

It is well to give thanks always. Gratitude and thanks- 
giving not only insure good digestion, but—some go so far 
as to testify they have power to multiply and increase the 
quality and quantity of the food. Here is a table-blessing 
one of our small boys used to enjoy: 

“‘We thank Thee, our beautiful, bountiful God.” 


SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 2, OCTOBER 11 
THE LAST SUPPER—Mark 14:12-25. 


GoLDEN TEXT—As often as ye eat this bread, and 
drink the cup, ve proclaim the Lord’s death till he come. 


Cor. 11:26. 


When the disciples asked Jesus about preparations for 
the Passover he sent two of them (John and Peter) into the 
city. They were to follow a man bearing a pitcher of water. 
To the goodman of the house where he entered they were to 
say, “The Master saith “Where is the guest-chamber, where 
I shall eat the passover with my disciples.’ ” 

Peter and John did not delay to ask Jesus what they 
should do if they failed to meet the man bearing the pitcher. 
Neither did they inquire what to do if the goodman of the 
house professed ignorance of the whereabouts of the guest- 
chamber. They had faith in the Lord and believed that 
they would find all as he had said. They were not dis- 
appointed. 

Thé lesson for us in this story is one of faith. Not 
faith just so far as we can see with our material eyes, but 
faith in spite of appearances. ‘The disciples might have said, 
“Possibly we will not meet the man with the pitcher. He 
may come along the road later or earlier.” However, they 
did nothing of the kind. They- went as they had been 
directed, trusting that all would occur as Jesus had said. It 
is easy to have faith when all is well. When we have plenty 
it is easy to believe in God as the source of our supply. 

en we are strong and well and happy we have abundant 
faith that all is good. But when things look dark, when 
there is seeming unrest, and distress, it is not easy then to 
declare and believe that all is Good? If the statement is 
true one time, it 1s another. Let us learn to trust the Spirit. 
Let us realize that Gor is Good, and rest on that assurance, 
no matter what happens. 

If there seems a lack of health, we must not waver. 
We must declare that God is our health and believe it. In- 
asmuch as we lack faith and resort to material remedies 
“for fear’’ the Truth might not work, just so much do we 
get off the track of Divine Order. Once off the track the 
way is rough and beset with shadows and pain. The 
quickest way back is by the path of faith. Believe in the 
truth and all things are possible. Shadows should serve but 
to brighten our faith until it lights all the dark places. 

At every meal we may celebrate the last supper by 
declaring as we eat that we are partaking not only of ma- 
4 food, but of the spiritual substance back of it, which is 

ife. 


LESSON 3, OCTOBER 18 ; 
IN THE GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE— 
—DMark 14-32:42. 
GoLDEN TExXT—Watch and pray, that ye enter not 
into temptation.—Mark 26:41. 


Most of us, like Jesus, pass through Gethsemane. - 


There come times to all of us when the way seems dark and 


the load heavy. During the dark hours in the garden of 
Gethsemane Jesus had struggled, and won a spiritual victory. 
When the betrayer and his followers came Jesus was strong 
in the realization that he was the “temple of the living God.” 
Each of us is given the right to the same realization. We can 
know that we, too, are temples of the living God, and that 
the Spirit in us is all powerful. But we must learn the truth 
of this ourselves. Others can tell us but we must go down 
into our innermost beings to really know it. Alone we must 
seek the inner kingdom. Earnestly in the silence we must 
resolve that we will keep our minds and hearts full of truth 
and goodness and purity. Through every hour and every 
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minute of the day; through darkness as well as the light, we 
must cling firmly to our resolve. It will be well for us if our 
judgment (James) and our faith (Peter) are wide awake 
to guide and help us. If thoughts of doubt or fear seek 
entrance into our minds we must drive them out by declaring 
that the Christ in us is Almighty and we are not afraid. 
Every time we allow our minds to dwell even for a short 
time on unreal thoughts, we push the kingdom away from us. 
We have just that much more to overcome. 


It is well to start each day with a good, true statement. 


When unreal thoughts come up repeat the statement until 
the unrealities fade away. Each day this will become easier 
until only good thoughts will be attracted to our minds. 
Then will come to us a real knowledge of our sonship and 
our power. Like Jesus, we will have passed through Geth- 
semane and come out victorious. 


LESSON 4, OCTOBER 25 
JESUS AND 26:14-25; 47-50; 
7 


GoLDEN TEXT—Woe unto that man through whom 
the Son of man is betrayed.—Matt. 26:42. 


Judas means covetousness. The betrayal of. Jesus by 
Judas is symbolical of something which we must guard 
against within ourselves. 

The real true substance of life is Spirit. Now this Spirit 
is the Christ within each of us. When we let ourselves be- 
come so engrossed with outer things that they seem more 
valuable than the things of the Spirit we are doing what 
Judas did. We are betraying the Christ within us. 

If we let the Judas faculty in us develop along the 
lines of covetousness until our chief aim is to accumulate 
material wealth, we are betrayers. Now, when we betray 
the Christ, we are betraying ourselves, for the Christ Spirit in 
us is our real selves. It is that real self which i is the Son of 

Does it not look foolish to betray one’s self? 

To encourage the growth of our covetousness until it 
distorts our vision and we lose the power of discerning the 
real, is surely a mistake, yet it has been done many times. 
The person in whose mind there is such a state of affairs 
does not realize the fact, for he has closed his ears to the 
Voice of Wisdom within him. 

Judas brought his punishment upon himself, and all 
who covet do likewise. By allowing the Judas in them to 
assume leadership they shut their minds and hearts to the 
Voice of the Spirit. Judas must then, be eliminated before 
they can come back into the kingdom. That is the way of 
the Divine Law and it never fails. So let us beware of 
allowing the Judas in us to grow along material lines. Let 
us remember always that the things of the Spirit are the 
real. “Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his right- 


eousness.”” 
LESSON 5, NOVEMBER 1 
THE ARREST AND TRIAL OF JESUS—Matt. 
26:57-68. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—As a lamb that is lead to the 
slaughter, and as a shecp that before its shearers is dumb, so 
he opened not his mouth.—Isaiah 53:7 


When Jesus was brought before Caiaphas and the 
accusations made, he did not answer them. The Truth does 
not need to be defended. It endures forever and will prove 
itself. It is not worth while to argue about this great Truth 
of ours. When people are ready for it, they come seeking 
and its beauties unfold for them. 

When Jesus said, “I am able to destroy the temple of 
God and build it again in three days,” the chief priests and 
elders misunderstood. They thought he referred to a temple 
of stone. Instead he meant the body. His: death and 
resurrection were proof of the truth of this statement. 

If, however, he had attempted to enlighten them as to 


his real meaning they would have still called him a blas- 
phemer. 

We should live the Truth so faithfully that no outside 
thing can disturb us. To those who come seeking knowl- 
edge, we should give according to our ability, but never 
should we spend time uselessly defending a truth which is its 
own defense. 


CLUB 


Roya, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 


I see no evil, hear no 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reporis—All reports must be in by the fifth of the 


month before the date of issue. 
* * 


SUPPOSE that you all are back at school 
again and having a great time, playing to- 
gether and seeing your teachers every day. I 
wish that I could go with you, and study and 
play just as I used to a few years ago. It is 
great fun! Oh, ever so many reports came 
in.this month, and some were left over from last month just 
because I talked too long and crowded them out. Now, 
this time I shall just let the clubs report, without commenting 
on their excellent deeds. 

Before we begin the reports, I want to tell you that the 
Grand Rapids Boosters of Grand Rapids, Wisconsin, sent 
a beautiful blessing for the new Unity Building, and signed 
their names to it and inclosed an offering to help in the work. 
Wasn't that fine? 

Several of the clubs inclosed pictures, but they were 
so dim that we could not have them reproduced to show you. 

Well, here are the club reports. Next month we shall 
give more room to the club, then I can talk a little and tell 
you about my trip. 


Brandy City, Cal. 
Dear WispomM—We hope the little pine-needle basket 
of Love reached you safely and still retained a good breath 
of mountain air for you. Mrs. Strandberg helped us make 
it and gave us the idea to send it to you, and we all put in 
our offerings. Our club members have been away for 
vacations, so we have not had regular meetings. Lurene 
Hayes is not coming back, but is going to high school in 
Hollister. Grace Taylor and Bob Taylor are in Oakland. 
We have two new members: Elwood, aged 6, and Lois 
Addison, aged 4. School starts next month so we hope to 
have another jolly winter in the club. This will be our last 
term in grammer school. We wish WIsDoM the very hap- 
piest and most prosperous year of her life. With Love to all. 

CrysTAL TRUTH CLusB, Donald V. Strandberg, Sec. 

Kearney, Neb. 
Dear Wispom—We like the way Miss Wispom is 
dressed for this month. Our club met at Kindt’s place. 
There were eight girls and six boys present. We made 
twenty-five cents that day. We met August 29th. It was 
a very nice day. We played a great many games. We had 
lunch about three o’clock. After that we sewed and the 
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boys drew pictures. We are making handkerchiefs and 
centerpieces and pillowslips for the fair. There is going 
ta be a fair in Kearney September 25-27, and we are making 
the handkerchiefs and such for the fair. The boys are 
drawing for it. School will soon start, and we will be glad. 
That was very nice of the Crystal Truth Club to send you 
a dollar in a little nest. Well, I will close and leave space 


for other clubs. Wispom Cuius, Odie Bell, Sec. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear WispoM—The last meeting for this month was 
Friday, and Charlie Minore wasn’t there because he had 
gone to Canada with his father to visit his grandmother. We 
are hoping they won’t get caught in the war trouble there 
and have to stay. Robbie Hammond visited our club, and 
mother gave him an extra copy of “Child Gardening,”” by 
Mrs. Hardy. Mother takes the little paper for our club and 
we like it splendid, because we can begin at the very bottom 
of Practical Christianity and study up to the top. She thinks 
it would be nice if all the clubs would take it for the next 
two years and study all the way up, as our club is going to 
do. Here is a picture. It isn’t very good, but it’s likely to 
be the only one we'll have, for Hope and Claire Winslow 
have moved away. Virginia is the big girl with our cat, 
Peterkina, on her shoulders. Hope is the smaller one hold- 
ing the kitten, Susan Clegg, and Claire sits in the wagon. 
The lean, lanky one holding Tommy Tucker, is me. Charlie 
Minore is the one sitting on the ground, with the smirk on 
his face. His sister, Hazel Minore, took the picture for us. 
There are lots of new birds in the yard now, and a little 
black and white one flew on the arm of the swing by mother 
and looked at her, and then flew right down on the seat and 
stood beside her for a minute or two and wasn’t a bit afraid. 
Well, good-bye for this time. 

I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—At our last meeting we gave a picnic 
in honor of Miss Wispom’s birthday. All the Boosters 
went to Benton Park, after Sunday School, and we certainly 
had a good time. The girls brought the lunch and the boys 
did the eating. Of course, the girls also did their share of 
eating. We played games, and such fun we had. Such 
frolicking and romping, such hearts overflowing with glad- 
ness, and such a beautiful day. It rained early in the morn- 
ing, but after the shower the sun just shone to perfection. 
We hope to open our library on Sunday, September 6th. 
Some of our dear friends in the Sunday School, as well as 
other friends who heard that we were starting a library, have 
contributed books. It seems that every one wants to give 
something to our library. We all know that “the joy of 

living is in the giving.”’ Love to all the Boosters. 
THE TRUTH SEEKERS, Irene Bonacker, Sec. 


San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WispomM—I read the letters in Wispom from 
Truth Sunday School students with much interest, and am 
pleased to say that our sewing club at the Home of Truth 
here in San Jose, meets every two weeks, on Friday after- 
noons, and we do the best we know how, with the assistance 
of our dear teachers, to perform some sorvice for those in 
need of clothing. I love the work and am sure all the other 
- little girls do also. There is generally a good attendance at 
these sewing club meetings, and we work and enjoy it so 
much, knowing it will help some a little, anyway. I think 
your magazine is so nice. The little stories are so good and 
interesting. I hope all the little girls will learn to sew and 
join Truth Sewing Clubs. Wishing you success, I am yours 

sincerely, Thelma Vinton. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Royal—I don’t- know whether I have sent my 
October report in or not, so I am writing anyway. We 
elected our officers last meeting. They are, Josephine 


Kitchen, president, Irene McCoy, vice president, Lucile 
Mead, secretary, Wilma Ramsdell, assistant secretary, and 
Agnes Ejsenmayer, treasurer. I entertained the club at 
our Calabasas mountain home the 22d and 23d of August. 
We had some pictures taken and I am sending the best one. 
Above is Irene and below from left to right are myself, 
Agnes, Wilma and Josephine. The house is the back- 
ground. Wishing all the clubs success and happiness, we 
are, THE CALIFORNIA Boosters, Lucile Mead, Sec. 


Columbus, Ohio. 

Dear WisDoM—We have another new member, Ger- 
ald Chapin, Clintonville, Ohio. We had a fine meeting 
today, with all ten members 
present. Mrs. Harriet 
Schwartz and Mr. Fred 
Tarbox were elected hon- 
orary members. Our pro- 
gram was as _ follows: 
Wendell Tarbox played 
“Nearer My God to 
Thee,” after which we 
had a few minutes silence, 
closing with all singing the 
Lord’s Prayer. Jean Tar- 
box read an article on the 
‘*Preservation of our 
Flowers,” and all the 
Boosters voted to join the “‘National Society for the Protec- 
tion of Our Native Plants,” located at Boston, Mass. A 
little discussion followed on the killing of flies. A letter was 
read from Vernon Headley of Pataskala, Ohio, and Mor- 
timer Schwartz volunteered to answer it for the club. After 
the reading of last minutes, we dispensed with roll call, ask- 
ing every one to respond next meeting with a verse or original 
selection when his name is called. Adjourned to go to 
the river, after singing our sunshine song. Am sending a 
picture of most of the members. The secretary is the boy 
in the chair. Fraternally yours, Jean Tarbox, Sec. 


San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WisDoM—This is my first letter to WISDOM al- 
though I have been taking WisDom and Wee Wisdom for 
nearly five years. I am the oldest of three girls and I live 
with my grandmother in San Jose. My father and mother 
live in Oregon. We went to Santa Cruz for our vacation 
this summer, and I had a delightful time bathing and swim- 
ming in the surf. I must tell you about our Good Deed 
Club. It met last Friday afternoon. We had a very nice 
time. We are sewing on some clothes for a little girl about 
three years old. She is going to Buffalo, New York, to 
live with her grandmother. We started some clothes for a 
baby boy. We have just finished a little quilt for him. It 
is blue on one side and on the other side it has a blue back- 
ground with little children playing. Give my love to all 

the Wisdoms. Sincerely yours, 
Goop Deeps CLus, Louise McCaustland. 


San Francisco, Cal. 

Dear WispomM—Upon receiving the last issue of Wis- 
DOM we see that she is again to change her dress. We wel- 
come all changes for the better, as we know this is. We 
always have and always will enjoy the Wispom. Now that 
vacation is over our roll is rapidly increasing again. We are 
planning to give all the Boosters a jolly time in 1915. We 
hope they may all come and help swell our ranks till Truth 
Day, 1915, will shine out as one great visiting day, picnic 
day, and last but not least, Truth-Spreading Day. I might 
mention that we have a beautiful banner which goes to the 
class with the largest attendance. I will say in behalf of 


our Sunday School, that we heartily encourage and will 
boost your generous idea of having WISDOM visit us twice 
a month. Wishing the greatest success to WISDOM, we 
THE SUNSHINE CLuB, Charles Gates, Sec. 


remain, 


WISDOM 


CHARACTER AND CLOTHES—ELEANOR 


ELIZABETH PETTINGER, Oswego, Oregon 
Chapter 1]—Continued 


FEW moments longer and her hair 
hung in a braid like Jane Spencer's, 
tied back with a black ribbon and 
curled at the end. 

“There now, I’m five years 
younger than | was this morning 
and—really, I do believe it looks nicer. If 
Alice and June will show me how to sew I'll 
make myself some waists like this and—I ll 
have to tell them I never made anything in my 
life—but I know I can learn!” 

She looked out of the window and saw 
Jane Spencer coming up the path toward the 
cottage. She was swinging a straw hat by the 
rubber and Eleanor smiled to see how exactly 
alike she and Jane were dressed—so much 
alike they might have been twins, only Elea- 
nor’s hair was a heavier braid and carried more 
sunshine glistening in the curls. As Jane 
neared the cottage Eleanor heard her call to 
Alice: 

“| thought maybe your visitor would like 
to go with us to hunt for shells before it gets 
dark enough for the bonfire. Ned and | are 
going down to the Cove with the Ranier boys 
and Nell Reed. Do you think Eleanor would 
like the hike?” 

“Indeed I think she would,” Alice an- 
swered and presently she called from the stairs. 
Eleanor ran down and a few moments later 
the two girls were tripping over the sand to 
join the waiting party. Alice and June smiled 
as the younger girls disappeared around the 
bend i in the trail and Mrs. Norton remarked: 

“She is adaptable and learns quickly. 
How nice she looks in the little girl costume. 
I was quite discouraged when I saw her so 
dressed up yesterday and later saw the clothes 
she brought. It will be a pleasure to be a Big 
Sister to so bright a girl.” 


In this story, which is written from month 
to month, an effort will be made to answer 
some of the questions young people are asking. 


The answers are going to be worked into the - 


story with the hope that a clearer relation be- 


tween certain principles may be had in this | 


way. What would be right and proper under 
some circumstances would be entirely wrong 
under others. One thing depends upon an- 


other and situations are changed and altered | 
by environment and circumstances. The com- 

plaint which comes more often than any othér 
is, “Mother and father don’t understand and 
they won't listen to us or let us explain our 
viewpoint. They haven't time to think of our 


> side, and if we obey them we miss so much in 


our youth that is good and proper. They want 
us to be old people like they are.’”” And the 
young people who make this complaint are not 
always altogether wrong. It is lack of under- 
standing between parent and child, and the 
fault does not lie altogether with the young. © 
When parents and children disagree, and there 
is discord and inharmony and ill-will, loss of 
temper and disobedience, the thought occurs, 
Oh, if these older people would only stop to 
think, go back in memory to their own youth! © 
Don’t pass judgment on your son or daughter 
but recall your own wayward days. You did 
wrong, of course, and you don’t want your 
son or daughter to follow in your footsteps, 
but if you'll only stop long enough to remem- 
ber that the right word at the right place would 
have saved your wrong step, you may find it in 
your heart to give the right word now instead 
of sternly saying, “You can’t.” 

But as this is a youth’s department we 
mustn't take up our space lecturing to parents 
—only this far. You young people are going 
to be parents some day yourselves, and now 
is the time to store up wisdom which will make 
your road easier by and by. Remember how 
you feel about things, what you really long for 
and what you would like to do; store it up in 
your mind and some day you'll use it to your 
own advantage. And as for your parents, 
there is no surer way of rejuvenating them 
than to have them read children’s books. Read 
aloud to them from “Little Women,” “Little 
Men,” “‘Jo’s Bring home from the 
library the more modern books, football and 


baseball stories; get them interested in sport 
and read them the funny papers; make them 
listen to your stories from school, tell them 
_ about your games, your lessons, your compan- 
ions. Talk to them about yourselves and the 
things in which you are interested. You'll be 
- surprised how quickly they will respond and 
| how deep is their interest and how much pleas- 
ure they will begin to take in all that you tell 
them. Oh, of course, at first you may meet 
with a rebuff; mother will be too busy, father 


too cross, but keep at it. It’s missionary work! 
It’s your duty to keep them young, active, 
whether they want to or not. If you do your 
_ part in trying to understand your parents and 

do your best to interest them, the misunder- 


standing will clear itself away without any 
trouble. — (To be continued) 
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BETTY’S BUSY BEES 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


A Visit to the Orphans 


O THINK of Mrs. White offering to drive us 
H out to the orphan asylum, Bob; isn’t it fine?” 

“It’s jolly enough,” answered Bob. 

“Oh, Bob, don’t be slangy.” 

The brother and sister were standing 
at the parlor window watching for Mis. 
White’ s phaeton, as that lady had planned to take Bok and 
Bab, and her own boy, to the Orphan’s Home. Mr. Brigh- 
ton was to take charge of Betty. 

Notes had been received from the other members of 
the society, boys and girls writing that other engagements 
prevented them from joining the party. 

“*There comes Mr. Brighton in his dog-cart. 
driving up in front of Mrs. Morrell’s gate, and see, there 
goes Betty running down the walk. Isn’t she sweet in her 
new dress?” cried Bab, who, with her face pressed close 
to the pane, was seeing all she could. 

“Here come’s Mrs. White’s rig ’round the corner,” 
shouted Bob, who had run out to the front door where he 
could see more of the road than from the window. 

“Hurry up, Bab! help me get these things together,” 
continued Bob in excited tones, tumbling the baskets right 
and left in his haste, and upsetting some of the flowers they 


_had spent half their morning in arranging. Bab ran into — 


the hall to help. 

“Oh, Bob,” said she, “‘isn’t it too bad that all of the 
children could not come? I know we'll have a lovely time.” 

It did not take them long to gather up the things. Mrs. 
Brownel followed them to the gate, where she greeted Mrs. 
White, and then helped in handing up the baskets which 
Harry deposited in a larger basket in the back of the 
phaeton. 

“Run in the house, Bob, and bring the cakes from 
_ the kitchen table. You go and help him, Bab,” she di- 

rected. : 

The two children ran to do their mother’s bidding, 
and quickly returned, Bob bearing two large cakes care- 
fully wrapped in white paper, and Bab with a bag of 
doughnuts. 

“This will be a feast indeed for those children,” said 
Mrs. White who was receiving the parcels from Mrs. 
Brownel’s hands. “‘I made them a chocolate cake,” she 
continued, “‘and Mrs. Marston has sent cookies, and Mrs. 
Carrington, a large jelly cake; and I don’t know what else 
there is in there. You children in the back seat will have 
a hard time finding room for your feet I expect.”’ 

While this was going on Betty was climbing up be- 
side Mr. Brighton in his dog-cart, and Thomas was taking 
glasses of jelly from the hands of Mrs. Morrell and stow- 
ing them away under the seat. There was also a fruit cake 
for which to find a place. 

“What do you suppose Grandpa Brighton has brought 
with him?” screamed Betty to her friends across the way. 

““What is screamed back Bab. 

“T’m not going to tell; it’s a surprise.” 

“Ice cream!” shouted Bob. 
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“Oh, Bob, what made you guess right off? Yes, it’s 
two freezers full. Isn’t that nice?” 

“Come, come, are all those things in?” exclaimed 
Mr. Brighton, who was growing impatient to be off. 

Good-byes were said and hats waved, and the two 
vehicles started. .It was a delightful drive, filled with in- 
terest all the way. Bab lost her heart to Mrs. White: and 
she found her very sympathetic, for she wanted to know 
the names of all Bab’s-dolls, and inquired about them as 
though they had been live people. Bob and Harry sat in 
the back seat and carried on a spirited conversation about 
dogs and white rabbits, and pets of all kinds, while Bab 
and Mrs. White enjoyed themselves in the front. Before 
reaching their destination Mrs. White had learned all about 
the girls’ side of the Society. She was told about the 
badges, their meaning, and helpfulness; and declared they 
were not only beautiful but useful as well. 

Bab sat there in bliss, enjoying her sweet smile and 
beautiful sparkling eyes. As Betty expressed herself after- 
wards to her grandmother: 

“*Mrs. White’s eyes shone like pounded up stars.” 

“Why pounded up?”’ asked Mrs. Morrell. 

“Because they are full of sparks of light,” 
swered. 

Bab’s description was, “ 


she an- 


Mrs. White is just sweet.” 

Mrs. White certainly possessed a pretty, fascinating 
manner which immediately won the hearts of children. Her 
son was quiet and studious; though like his mother in many 
ways, he was without her animation. 

When they reached the asylum they were welcomed 
at the door by a pleasant, motherly looking woman, the 
matron, who had been previously notified of their com‘ng, 
and so was expecting them. She helped unload the phae- 
ton, placing the donation on the long table in the dining- 
room. 

“This will be a treat indeed for the children!” she 
exclaimed upon seeing the good things. 

When Mr. Brighton drove up with Betty, and the ice 
cream was lifted out, her admiration and enthusiasm knew 
no bounds. 

Mrs. White had requested that all the orphans be 
gathered together on the grounds. They were at first rather 
shy, standing about with little or nothing to say, some with 
fingers in their mouths; but when they realized that these 
strangers had come to give them a happy day, a party, 
they began to thaw out and show some appreciation. They 
entered with zest into the ring games which Mrs. White sug- 
gested. Mr. Brighton joined hands with the youngsters and 
played like a boy, much to Betty’s and Bab’s delight. Bob 
and Harry raised a cheer when he took his place with them 
in the ring. 

Mrs. White knew every sort of game and proved a 
royal entertainer. She started them with ‘How does the 
farmer,” then “Hide the handkerchief,” “‘Little pigeons in 
a ring,” “Who has the button,” “Follow the leader,” 
““London bridge,” and others. 

The matron stood on the steps of the building and 
watched, while a number of the attendants gathered on the 
porch to witness what was going on. 


The children were screaming with delight. They were 
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being entertained in a most charming manner. When the 
big dinner bell rang there were squeals of joy from all 
directions. 

“Thats for the party,”’ shouted one “small boy who 
considered a party to consist entirely of eating. 

“In line, children!”’ called the matron from the 
Another tap of the bell and they were commanded to march 
into the long dining-room. Up the steps they tramped, two 
by two, through the halls, and into a room, with two long 
tables overladen with good things. Could it be fairy land? 

Never had the children seen a spread like that in their 
short experience of the world’s bright happy ways. 

“I scream,” shouted one youngster. 

“Quiet, quiet, Tommy,” and the boy quickly sub- 
sided, for to run any risk of losing his share of the good 
things, oh, no, not for the world. The cakes ‘were cut into 
many slices and piled high upon the dishes. Mr. Brighton 
had been very generous in his gift, there being three kinds 
of ice cream: strawberry, vanilla and pistachio. The pop- 
corn, part of which had been popped by Betty, filled a huge 
platter in the center of the table; and there was plenty of 
everything for all, so that when the thirty boys and girls 
arose from their seats, their little stomachs were just as full 


as they could hold. (To be continued.) 
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GOD WITH US 
I used to think when I was a little, little girl that Santa 


Claus and God lived in the same house, "way over the moun- 
tains; and that God made everything and Santa: Claus 
passed the things around. At night I used to hunt for him 
in-every direction, but mostly up in the sky, and never, never 
did I get a glimpse of his face. 

But since then I have asked lots and lots of questions, 
and what used to be so hard to understand seems just as 
casy. 

I used to wonder how God could be everywhere at 
once; how he could see me taking jam when the door was 
shut tight; if he knew whether I said my prayers every night; 
if he knew when I told a lie or spoke cross to Sarah (she’s 
another girl). I wondered if God loved me, and if he did, 
why everything nice seemed indigestible or wicked. 

Well, now it seems just as easy. Why, don’t you see, 


the only way God could possibly be everywhere at once. 


would be for him to live in everything and everybody. He 
may live with Santa Claus across the mountains, but he lives 
in every house in the world and all outdoors, too. 

Now, I know that God lives in me. I don’t bother so 
much about confessing up at night. I just say, “God, live 
more in me every day.”” Then I generally want to do right. 

Do you know doing right is not a bit disagreeable, 
when you know that God wants you to be happy and well. 
Why, of course, he wants you to be happy and well, if he is 
going to live in you; and the more loving and happy and well 
you are, the more he will live in you. 

I heard a minister say once, “In Him we live and move 
and have our being.”’ And another time I heard him say, 
“He in us, and we in him.” That's the idea. We are just 
bound up together and nothing can separate us. If I should 
try to shut God out and live alone, I just couldn’t do it, for 
God is Life. 

Now I've told you all about God, and if you get the 
stomachache it will be your own fault. 

P. S.—If you do get the stomachache just open a little 
inside door called Faith, let it out, and make more room for 

and don’t eat so much pie next time. God doesn’t 
seem to like too much pie.—Laura G. Hansen, in ‘‘The 
Emmanuel Press,” 
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WispoM finds comfort in the assurance of her little 
friends that they intend to love and welcome her visits just 
the same as when she came in her handsome dress. One 
Booster writers, ““I like you, anyway, Miss WIsDoM, even 
in your calico dress, and am going to boost for you hard as 
ever I can, till there’s enough of us to boost you back into 
your pretty clothes.” 

Now, doesn’t that sound like loyalty and business? 
We trust you'll succeed, dear girlie. 

Our Royal, Secretary, is still in the East, but he'll be 
back in time to set our Thanksgiving table. Everybody must 
be present. 

We have not found room for all our continued stories 
yet, but will do our best to get them in. 


A PILLOW VERSE 
Thy love, dear Father, over all, 
With the night doth softly fall; 
Wrapping all in restful sleep, 
While the stars their vigils keep. 
All the day our hearts were true, 
Filled with love of man and you. 


NOTICE TO WISDOM SUBSCRIBERS 


The price of WisDom is now only 50 cents a year. 
Those who subscribed at the old rate of $1.00 a year will 
be given extra numbers of WisDOM to make up for larger 
price paid. 

If your subscription expires with the October number 
you will receive the November number also; if your sub- 
scription expires with the November number you will receive 
also the December and January copies, and so through the 
year. The number of copies due you on the old rate will 


be doubled. 


SPECIAL SUBSCRIPTION OFFER 

Three WisDom subscriptions will now be entered for 
$1.00. This offer affords every WISDOM reader an excel- 
lent opportunity to interest playmates and friends. You can 
renew your own subscription for another year and send WiIs- 
DOM to two of your friends for $1.00; or you can send 
Wispom to three friends for $1.00 if your own subscrip- 
tion is already paid a long time in advance. 


‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks” are now out in book form. 
Fvery Truth home and Sunday School should have them. 
Cloth, $1.25; paper, 75 cents. 
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